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Hair Troubles 


Author's Notes: 
| just couldn't turn this one down, It feels like ages since | last wrote a COB story. 


UPDATE (11/5/21): RIP Alexi. If anyone's still reading my work, I'm no longer doing COB fics for the time being. It 


would just be disrespectful. 


"Ow! Don't do that!" 

"For fuck's sake, Alexi. Your hair is short enough for you to brush it yourself.” 

He hated it when his roots were tugged on. Alexi never enjoyed brushing his own hair because of the tangles 
and the horrible pulling that made it feel like every follicle was being ripped out. This time, Janne decided to 


step in and help. 


With gentle movements, he brushed Alexi's hair out, starting from the scalp and went downward. He reached 


the occasional tangle, and he tried to loosen it by flicking the brush through it. Aggravated, Alexi pulled away. 


"Are you trying to torture me?!" His voice had a lack of patience and irritation. 


"This is what you get for not brushing your hair all week. You know those metalhead chicks like nice hair, 
right?" 


"Jeez. | don't get enough time to take care of myself on Tour.” 
"But you have enough time to drink and put eyeliner on 


"Shut the fuck up." Alexi used his fingers to undo the tangle, playing around with it until it became loose. "Are 


there any more?" 
"Uh, not really” 

As Janne continued to work through the guitarists hair with the black brush, he heard him yawn 
"You like that, huh?" 

"Wha? Oh no, I'm just sleepy” 


Janne laughed and kept brushing Alexi's dark blond hair back until it was smooth and silken, some of the 
strands sticking to the brush’s pins. Alexi leaned against the bunk's sideboard and the keyboardist heard a quiet 
noise coming from him, almost like a snore. He stifled laughter, finding it humorous that something as mundane 
as brushing hair would put Alexi to sleep. An idea came to his mind. It was a sort of thought that was 


innocent and mischevious, and would result in Alexi trying to maim him if he was awake. 


He picked up a thin section of Alexi's hair by the right side of his face and split them into three strands that 
intertwined in his fingers. With a delicate precision, Janne plaited them loosely, creating a smooth braid that 
would hang at the side. Alexi leaned back against him in his slumber, and he used the opportunity to create 
three more braids behind the one he made, and two more on the other side. Janne then laid his sleeping 
bandmate down on the bunk, admiring his work. The braids were a nice touch, he thought. They made him look 


exotic, something he knew nobody would have seen before. It was a nice way to surprise the fans. 


eR 


"Janne, what did you do to my hair?" Two hours later, Alexi had woken from his nap. He stood in front of a 


mirror in a state of post-sleep confusion. 
"Well, I-" 


"| like it.” He picked up one of the plaits and let it fall back. "Could you show me how to do this sometime? It 
looks pretty cool. | saw that dude from Korpiklaani did his hair like that and | wanted to try it." 


Janne sighed with relief. "Thank goodness. | wanted to try braiding someone's hair, and | thought you'd kill me if 
| brought that up." 


"Why would I? | meant to ask you about that but | never got the chance. Thanks." 


"Anytime. Just let me know.’ 


